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dress. Better still, there were no blistered blondes
wishful for a desultory flirtation, and no confounded
male nuisances to make themselves " the life and soul
of the ship", and to pester you into taking part in
deck-sports, when all you want is to sit quiet.
I lived and enjoyed every moment of that voyage.
Cape St. Vincent, Trafalgar Bay and the grey Rock
of Gibraltar crouched at the Mediterranean Gate.
There was a thrill in identifying little grey-painted
fishing-boats as fighting-ships enforcing Franco's
blockade. Once we saw, just east of Gibraltar, two
aircraft circling and diving on to three of these armed
trawlers, and the second officer, who was on watch,
told me that they were Spanish Government machines
engaging Nationalist ships. A strange thing to be
sitting there in almost perfect safety, to see the flashes
of the ship's guns, and an occasional heavy splash as
an air-bomb fell into the water close alongside them.
Men hard at it in this crazy, stupid game of war and
murder, with myself in a ringside seat.
When we had passed, at a respectful distance, the
aircraft were winging their way towards the north-
east, back to their bases at Almeria or Cartagena.
Every eye was alert on our ship for the white wakes
of pirate torpedoes, and, for an hour or two, a long
lean, low-hulled British destroyer, one of those engaged
on the Nyon Agreement patrol, escorted us whilst
she talked away genially with her wig-wagging sema-
phore.
It was very pleasant to sit in the saloon in the
evenings and to hear the yarns of these men who had
followed the sea from their boyhood. Funny, most